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A man WOOSs, the act he rues, 


Because rejected ; 
In sad repining, his health declining, 
‘He pens some verses 
On earthly vanity ; ; 
The editor curses 
The fool's insanity, 
And tosses the 
A maiden mopes o’er blighted hopes, 
O’er‘true love wasted; 
Her heart is breaking, to ease the aching, 
A sigh she utters 
And writes a sonnet; 
The editor mutters 
ig? 


“Plague upon it: 
And tosses it into the waste-basket. 


m into the waste-basket. 


y it be, 
I bow to Fate; 
And these rhymes dedicate 
To the untender 


mercies of a Waste-basket, 


Babyfand: 


tS Ves UR 


Babyland, Babyland, O wonderful Babyland ! 

Encircling the world like a jeweled band. 

Land out of which no remembrance is brought, 
Only the impress of what is there taught. 


Jand where existence itself is NEW, 

Land that we all have traveled through ; 

We who are bearing the world’s heavy Care, 
Long ago, long ago We journeyed there. 


Land where those who dwell on the sunny side, 

In whom are centred hope, joy and pride, 

Tave nothing, these queer little people, to do, . 
When their lives are qs fresh and as sweet as the dew 


But to clench their fists and frolic and crow, 
Accept caresses and sleep and grow; 

While many are cradled on beds of down, 
Each in soft linen and broidered gowm: 

Yet finding the deepest and sweetest rest 
Pillowed in love on a mother’s breast. 


Do we Jooved: 


e loved, sndicatives first, or 


to b 
future pet ect. 


(Conjugation of the passive verb, 
present; present perfect; past, past perfect, future, 


Oo 
that chang© 
that love tO s 


And trust 
Will fail 


We have be 
Escape f m a 
peen loved, to { 


en loved, to 


“ARABY'S Daucurrr. 
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Our PAougArtesd Youth, 


Lounging ‘round the corners, 
We see young men at night, 

Smoking, chewing, swearing, 
With intense delight. 


Staring at the passers 
Many a precious hour, 
Watching for some frail one 
Whom they may devour. 


Gay and.giddy maidens 
With bold and jaunty air, 

Walk the streets at evening 
Fallin many a snare. 


Are these the hope and promise 
Of our boasted race ? 

If so, God save our future 

From ruin and disgrace. 


O shame! that in New England 


n and maids we find, 
that can ennoble 
Stinately blind. 

O men! if One iota 


Of your Manhood 
Leave off Io 


Fre of al] 


Are so ob 


you have left, 
unging ’round the corners, 
you are bereft! 


O vain and thoughtless Sisters , 


1e€re you drift ! 
ou ve power because of angels, 
Prize well the heavenly gift ! 

ee 

My first poem to « 


See the light ”? Published a 
Signature in Manchester Union in 1867, unde 
oungers, ”? 


Be mindful w} 


S first writ 


ten, without a 
r the title 


** The Corner 


Sugar Song. 


Old Winter wrestles hard with Death ; 

He soon must lose both power and breath. 
Fair Spring is coming, rich in charms, 

To fold the earth within her arms. 

The sun grows warm, the days grow long; 
We soon shall hear the robin’s soig. 


The trees are tapped, the buckets hung, 
The ‘‘ life-blood” from the maples wrung, 
To drink of which the farmer stops, 
While steadily drip the pearly drops ; 

To gather which, through crusted snow 
The farm-hands with the oxen go. 


The fires are lit, the pans are set, 
The liquid sweet grows sweeter yet ; 
O ‘tis delicious eaten slow! 

Better still dropped on the snow ! 

So fill your saucers to the brim, 

And pack your snow-pans to the rim. 


Let ev’ry heart be light and gay, 

And merrily while the hours away ; 
Though wild and chill may be the night, 
We'll heed it not while fires are bright ; 
We'll fill the air with songs and cheers, 
And homeward hie when dawn appears. 


O thy TOugh hills and sy 


thy ho 


O the long 


Crowns of snow ! 
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Welcome Ss e elcome | We greet thee with 4 kiss, 
Hoping hus tO p unto y cup of bliss 3 
‘Tis thus we please: and let it be the seal 
¢ our h : 4 wishes for thy Facute Mees 

Welcome t° our nearts, we with thee rejoice 

That to thee 18 given t € usband of thy choice 3 

to thy home in our loved northerD jand, 
. the noble and the grand 5 
pride. 


Welcome 9 
ine own Virginia, 
; nonest 


pride, 
loving souther® 
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des, 
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